Peanuts. °* 


After daybreak each morning, I ritually deposit peanuts in a tuna can, nailed to a wooden 
fence post, as treat to a small gather of resident, male, blue jays. From outside my 
window, often before first light, flock voices beckon for their daily delight. They dearly 
love those nuts! Generally, the group gets along very well with most creatures 
frequenting back yard feeders. However, when peanuts arrive all social civility ends 
commencing a frenzied, entertaining competition to the last nut, which lasts about 3 
minutes or less. Then tranquility resumes the morning. Long ago, I read in a legend that 
after Divine Death releases world spirits or souls, while departing into the Netherworld's, 
they have to avoid flocks of on-the-wing avian watchers that capture and re-chain them to 
earth. To escape rebirth, helper guides must carefully cloak an evading essence past 
waiting sentries. Once safely beyond them, soul-helpers free homeward a transcending 
heart. Through a preparation ceremony anticipating one’s eventual passing, many Asian 
traditions symbolically pay tribute to Netherworld guides by setting free a captured and 
caged wild bird. To honor them with a token handful of peanuts, one is wise to ally our 
feathered friends who gratefully bless us through their priceless gifts here and after! 


Blue jays and Cardinals ° * 
While recently watching bird feeder regulars, I noticed surprising things going on in the 
male Blue Jay community. About six of them hang around the back yard year round. All 
were hatched and raised there so I guess that makes them family. They are generally a 
passive lot and not territorially possessive to other birds but for one thing: peanuts. 
Along with a stand-alone bird feeder, attached on a fence post are two tuna cans: one for 
sunflower seeds and the other for whole peanuts. Sweet Pea the squirrel loves sunflower 
seeds and male Blue Jays love peanuts, which I restock almost daily for them. Recently, 
I observed a Cardinal mating pair at the feeder, which is odd for this time of year since 
they are migratory birds and supposed to be enjoying warmer climates. Today Mr. 
Cardinal found the peanut cup and helped himself. Another surprise because I did not 
know Cardinals ate peanuts. The Blue Jays chased him away on his second visit to the 
can; but, being smaller and much quicker, he was persistent to finally ‘grab and fly’ with 
enough peanuts to get his fill. One clever Blue Jay resolved the problem of short supply 
before others emptied the can. Blue Jays are excellent mimics and can learn most any 
sound then repeat it with crystal clear clarity. I heard a Mama Jay repeat a cell phone 
while sitting in an oak tree one morning. I though someone had lost it in my back yard 
and upon a search of the source, there she was in the tree ringing away.. She was that 
good! Anyway, one male learned to mimic a screech own and would cleverly sit above 
the feeder can and wait for me to fill it. When the other birds arrived for their treat, he 
would screech like an owl. After the others scattered, he swiftly flew down and hid 
peanuts for later. He would grab one, fly to an adjacent grassy area, drop and hide it 
under an oak leaf, placed from a stash of oak tree leaves I assume that he had arranged 
before his plan. Then return to the can, fetch another nut to repeat the process. He hid 
four peanuts before finally munching down the fifth one. This trick of mimicking a 
screech owl only worked once a day, which was enough. Later after the gathered flocks 
had gone away, that rascal returned and leisurely enjoyed his stash knowing exactly 


where to find every prize. The wild creatures living on this planet are not dumb animals. 
Each is very smart and clever in its right; unconscious and unobservant humans are the 
lowest of dumb animals, in my opinion. 


